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As that with which his blooming 


TO THE 


K I N G:. 


UPON HIS 


Peaceable Return, 


AND MAGNIFICENT 
ENTRYino LONDON: 


} EGIN my Muſe ! Begin a lofry ftrein, 
LeeWILLIAM in immortal Verſes reign ! 


Sing as He fights-— And all the chiming 
With ſuch disdainfut ſprirely Flame purſue; 


artigl heat, 


Made Luxemburgh from batrer'd Moxs retreat : 


Till the poot Scoundrels quit the facted Fields, 
And hoary Cherilus his Laurel 
"Twas but in Alexander's thoug times, 

| When ſtandatd Gold was paid for Tinſel. Rhimes, 
Homer was dead, nor could” the Conquetor's tears 


Revive his Muſe, or wandtous CharaQers ; 


And when Fops write, and Manly ſenſe decays, 


D------1 or B----ie tmay ufarp the Bays. 
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. Their King might now the Northern Throne obtain, 
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 Scorn all the thoughts of ſuch, and ſpurn the Ground, 
From ſordid Earth above the Stars rebound. | 
Think how the mighty WILLIAM, fierce in Arms, 
With God-like Courage ſtood the Gau/s Alarms. 
How his vait Genius with inferior Force, 
Oppos'd the riſing ſtorms imperuous Courſe. 
Think how he d.ew, his heartleſs Troops: from far, 
And with his callow Legions fac'd the War. 
Warm'd 'um to ſtrength beneath his yourhful wing, 
And made their Courage in an Inſtant ſpring. 
Dar'd rugged Yeterans by hardſhips bold, . 
And the xe Powers of unreſiſted Gold. 
Think how He ſtood by/Villian Arts delaid, 
His gallagt Thoughts, and yaſt Deſigns betcay'd, 
White dark Cabals to Treachery's inur'd, 
Were by their meannes from Revenge ſecur'd. 
And fullen Fate with furcow'd Brows look'd down, 
And Europe ſunk beneath the dreadful frown. 

Hell's Monarch near the Ga«/iſh Eyſign fought, 
And to the Field his Rebel Armies brought 
Mo/och, Abadden, Maramon, Aſmodai,  _ 
Lead up the Squadrons,”and .cnhaunc'd the Fray. 
'Twas now the Time to take their Arms again, 


Drawn out, they wy bs up. their Ancient Pride, 
And angry H-avens ſuperior Arms defy'd. 
They ſcorn'd the mighty Wounds they felr before, 
Thoſe pointeg Bolts chejr impious Leader bore : 
Dark Maljcd, black Reyenge, and boundleſs Hate, 
Gave their infernal Arms, and gloomy Counſels weight. 
Bur could Eternal Woes no more prevail ? 
Could Wisdom, taught by dire Experience, fail ? 
Could Rebels fight inmerſt in endleſs Pains ? 
Or raiſe their Arms beneath their burning Chains ? 
What ! coul& Oblivion Sicze the Gaulzſh State ? 
Or they forget their haughty Charler's Fate? 
Charles ———_ che gallant'Courſer's back beſtride, 
And thro' Parthenope triumphant ride. . 
Bur when the foaming Bit he rougbly drew 
He fell, and: our the fiery Courſer flew. 
Could Gau! forget the fatal, Pavian fielg 2. 
Could gallant Francis no RefleQions yield ? 
The Hero ſunk, cruſh'd by a ſtronger hand : 
Nor can poor Mortals angry, Fate Command. 
Could they forget that modern: monſtrous Tyde, 


Which all the Be/gzan Dykes and Walls defy'd, 
CA Which 
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Which foaming o're the level Country rag'd, 
And in the Deluge mighty Towns 'd, 
Such may forget : Bur He, who turns the Poles ; 
He, who the twelling Occan's waves cyntrouls; 
Laughs at inferior Fotce, and bars the Way, 
And bids Extravapance it ſelf obey : | 

Elſe, tho' his ruddy Bolts were all excus'd, 


Yer, why was miglity W1 LL 1A M's Soyl infysd 


Could You fo kindly ſooth imperious Rage ? 
Could You encoutage a degenerate Ape ? 

Could You, an unconcern'd SpeRator, view 

The Raviſher E»ropa's Charms purſue ? 

No; bur as brave Achilles, dip'd of old, 

Roſe from the Srygias Waves obdyr'd and bold : 
Safe in himſelf, yet, wheh he took the Ficld, 
Could manage the Caleſtial Sword ang Shigld: 
So into Deathleſs ſtreatns fair Virtue threw 
Your Infant Soul, while all che Graces flew 
Around you Royal Head, rhe ſacred Wave 

To the ſoft Spirit ſo deep a TinQuure gave, 
That Guilt in vairl irs Art and Malice tries, 
Your Adamantine Breaſt rheir utmoſt Force defies: 
Still as your Years 4dvanc'd your mi hty Mind; 
To Noble Thoughts, and Gallant Acts inclin'd, 
You careleſs , and mean Diverſions ſcorn'd, 
And brave Ambition your vaſt Soul adorn'd. 
To match thoſe wandrous Partetns nam'd of Qld, 
Hero's in Fame's rages enroll'd. , 
Arms were your ; but your ty Delight; 
Imparrial Juſtice, and unqucition'd Ri he : , 
Valour and Ptudenice, your defepfive Charms, 
Your pointed Shafts, and your Y«/canian Arms ; 
This, in your Youth diſpers'd the FaQhous Crew, 
From 7hat, ſurpriz'd, the Gaz/i/b Conquerors flew. 
Seneff and Mons diffus'd your dreadfi Name, 
Steenkirk and Laden flicew'd your Maxtial Flame, 
Where You, tho' by ſupctiat Force _— 


To partial Fates expos'd yout ſacred 

As ſome fierce Lion whom the noiſy Swains, 
Purſue with ruſtic Arms _ che Plains, 
Softly tetreats, and with his flaming Eyes, 
Arreſts their Furies, and out-braves rheir Cries ; 
Now fallies our, and makes the Crouds recoil, 
Now backward ſtalks, and ſtorns to take the foil ; 
Laſhes his ſides, and with a dreadful roar, 
Makes Woods and Hills - awful ſound reſtore. 
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Till fafe ith' covert of the neighbouring Wood, 
He licks his Jaws beſmear'd with Foam and Blood. 
So You with inward” conſcious Virrue fir'd, 
Slowly before the Gar/1ſb Troops retir'd. 
- And tho' fair Conqueſt towards the Clouds were flown, 
You terrible. in Blood, and fiercer grown, 
Could Death among a thouſand Deaths command, 
And graſpe the Fare of Empire in your Hand : 
You broke Batalhons with a daring Word, 
Your Eycs ſhort Death before your thundring Sword. 
Thro' imoke and Flames you forc'd your glorious way, 
And art your Feer thcir faded Laurels Jay ; 
Welrring in Blood whole gaſping Armics roul'd, 
And the wild rage of rally'd Force controul'd, 
While you untouch'd drew back ; ſo when great Jove, 
Comply'd with Semele's imprudent Love ; 
The Earthly Dame, by gaudy Hopes beguil'd, 
Sunk in the Flames, ' the Cele(tial Child, 
With Lightnings ſported, and at Thunders ſmil'd. 
Bur th' Hero when by Fortunes ſlight o're lay'd, 
Bounds from the Foil undaunred, undiſmay'd, 
A noble fire glows in his angry Breaſt, 
Nor can He Þend his boiling Thoughts to rel ; 
Till to his Courage yielding Fortune bows, 
And Virtuc's ſtrength above her ſullen Frowns allows. 
Again, Great Sir, You quickly took the Ficld, 
Judgment was your impenetrable ſhield. 
Deep Forecaſts gloomy Caſque your Head ſecur'd, 
Reſentments dark your temper'd Sword obdur'd. 
You march'd inviſible to mortal Eyes, 
No ſtratagem could your vaſt Thoughts ſurprize, 
Till You cxplain'd 'um firſt by thundring Balls, 
Againſt Namure's pale Works, and trembling Walls. 
Namure, where gallant Boufflers fix'd his Reſt, 
And like the Falcon hover'd o're his Neſt. 
Secur'd his Young, and bade them range the sky, 
And on rough Men their Beaks and Pounces try : 
Where great Yauban had ſhown his* utmoſt Art, 
And fam'd Megrigni bore a fatal parr. 
The Gauliſh Tioops with glowing Envy view'd, 
Whar Bravery your impetuous Armies ſhew'd, 
They ſaw them ſtorm vaſt Works which reach'd the skies, 
Dare more than Men, bur ever win the Prize : 
They ſaw the batter'd Town by piece-meal yield, 
And how true Valour's laſt Retrenchmenet reel 'd ; 
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The Cloud of Wirneſles at diſtance ſtood, 
Louring, and cthreatning hideous ſtorms of Blood : 
Burt with brute Thunders grumbling roul'd away, 
Heard her expiring Groans, and curs'd the Day, 
From the Black ſcene, like baffled Rivals, flew, 
And left impregnable Namure for You. 

The Gau/:/h Prince that ominous Rupture ſaw, 
And art adiſtance felt the diſmal Flaw : | 
He ſaw the lictle Clouds aſcending Hand, 
Would ſoon with horrid Gloom the Skies Command. 
He ſaw You thro' thoſe Gates could force your way, 
Where loaded Gold might, unaccepred ſtay : 
He knew what Weaknels in his Empire reign'd, 
How hardly waſted Fields the Camp mainrain'd. 
What deep Conſumption on his Vitals prey'd, 
With what reluQance ruin'd Slaves obey'd : 
Thar ſtrongeſt Cordials could no Lives renew, 
Nor batter'd Arms Eternal Wars purſue. 
He found he ne'er could break thoſe golden Chains, 
Which your prodigious Influence maintains. 
Bur Europe now could to her ſelf be true, 
And keep the Field when manag'd, SIR, by You. 

Such Thoughts the mighty Monarch's Counſels fway'd, 
And all his old aſpiring Hears allay'd ; 
Hee'd not a Ruine on bis Crowns entail, 
Nor croſs. that Genius which would ſtill prevail. 
Peace Europe, Peace decliniug Gaul might crave, 
Burt YOU, not HE, the ſacred Larges gave 
Europe, which YOU her glotious Umpire choſe, 
Could on your Arms for War and Peace repoſe. 
To YOU great LEOPOLD his Cares refign'd, 
On YOU weak SP A IN her weary'd Head reclin'd. 
Nay, mighty LOUTS, whoſe inglorious Arms, 
Witch haughty Superſtitions rude Alarms, 
Had ſhock'd the World, could now in YOU confide, 
Whoſe happy Skill firſt check'd his ſoaring Pride. 
He knew Heroic Souls would conſtant prove, 
In Wars rough ſtorms, and in the Calms of Loye. 
He knew in War youl'd Honour's road purſue, 
And fear'd no Treacheries in Peace from Y O U. 
Time with the Sun thus Weſtern Tempeſts keep, 
Sink as He falls, and huſh themſelves to ſleep. 
Thus two huge Billows on the Ocean meet, 
Swell upwards, and with curling Furies greet, 
Ruſh at, others Heads, and foam, and roar, 
And at a diſtance ſhock the ſqunding ſhoar; 

Yet 
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Yet when their Rage to th' utmoſt height is blown, 
Twine in each others Arms, and flide 1n One. 

For You his Flag the mighty Monarch veil'd, 
While crofs the Seas your happy Squadron fail'd. 
WILL 1 A M, and his auſpicious Fortunc's more, 
Than that of Julius, or of Kome before, 

For Y OU the Sun contracts his ſeorching Beams, 
And ſober Sein confines his ſilver Streams. 

For You the Vulture moults his ſtretching Wings, 
And from his Gorge th' uncaty Burthen flings. 

Gaul dy'd within, but your victorious Hand . 
Could both your Paſlions, and your Sword command: 
You throughly knew the Gau/s declining Stare, 

Yer nobly 1corn'd to add the fatal weight. 

You badec them Live ; be ſtill, refreſh their wounds, 
Thrive, and be Great, within their ancient Bounds. 
Bade Lovis reign ſecure ; his hoary Head, 

Lay down in Peace among the mighty Dead. 

Bade Europe ſmile, and all her tuncful Swains, 

Sing their ſoft Lays along their peaceful Plams ; 

Bur all the neighbouring Lands with Envy view, 
What our Britanxic World enjoys in You. 

Thus, when the Royal Eagle ſnatch'd rhe Prey, 

And to his Eiery bore the Babe away. 

The Babe all fearleſs innocently {mil'd, 

And the fierce Eaglct's hungry rage beguit'd, 

( Kings can't be harſh, where Innocence obtains, 
In Royal Breaſts Eternal picty Reigns ) 

The Bahe liv'd by the Parent-Eagle's care, 

In every Quarr his conſtant ſhare,, 

A noble Family's Foundations lay'd, 

And Peace, and Grandeur, to his Heirs convey'd; 

Welcome, Great Monarch, to the longing ſhore, 
Your Britiſh skies can want their Sun no more. 
Welcome to Your Imperial Chamber, where 
Joywpreat as your prodigious Acts _— 
Welcome, as to the Spring, foft April ſhowers ! 

Or Mornings pearly Dews to — lowers | 
Welcome, as Breezes to the Weſtern Illes! 

Or harmleſs Infants to their Parents ſmiles ! 
Welcome, as Cordials to the fainting Sow | 

Or Day, or Warmth, to thoſe abour the Pole ! 
Sweet Slumbers which the Summers ſhades'invite, 
Or the ſoft Kiſſes of the Bridal Night! 

Welcome as that dear Glorious Peace You bring, 


As ſolemn Triumphs #0 a Conquering King. 
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As to- the floating Ark the wandring Dove, 
Or endlets Blifs ro happy Souls above ! : 

Sce how your cheerful Subjects ſpread their Arms, 
How every Brealt a Loyal fervour warms. 
Not Winter's freezing Air can cool their Flame, 
Love's all their Buſineſs, Service all theit Claim. 
You, the rcliſtlets Monarch of the Soul, 
Wich caſe thz Vulgars rugged Thoughts controul, 
That P FACE you brought, like ſome Twift Spirit, flics, 
Glows in thcir Hearts, and lightens in their Eycs. 
No head-ſttong Furics hurry on the Croud, 
Their Morion's toft, their Acclamations loud. 
You bend, and turn their Tempers where You pleaſe; 
As Songs the Paſſions, or as Sterms the Scas : | 
Where c're You move, Your Preſence clears the way, 
And All your awful Eyes leaſt Glance obey. 
The City's Bands ſtretch out their Lines afar, 
Handle thcir*Arms, bur never fear the War ; 
The chriving Plants of your Imperial Care, 
Whoſe jolly Looks their eaſy ſtare declare ; 
Thro' all the nipping Blaſts with pleaſure wait, 
And a loud Welcome to their Patron prate : 
The jocund Childten huſh their render Cries, 
Reach our their Hands, and wipe their watry Eyes. 
Ne're knew Wat's tetrors, yet with Joy can view, 
Peace in her glittering Robes atrend on You : 
And oft their Parents, oft their Heirs ſhall know, 
How great your Entry, and how gay the Show. 
The Trading-Bodies ſhow their Gowns in Peace, 
Their Prince's ſafery, atid their Trades encreaſe. 
The ſcarlet Senators thicir Powers reſign, 
Value their Own, but think their King's Divine. 
A lambent Flame thro' all their Dwellings winds, 
Bright as their Loves, and harmleſs as their Minds, 
The ſofter Sex their lovely Charms diſplay, 
And add new Beams to your Illuſtrious Day. 
The Country feels your influential Hear, 
Kind, without weakneſs, withour ſcorching, Great, 
And ſend whole Ctouds their loyal Hearts Enyoys, 
True Repreſentatives of Raſtic Joys. | 
Grave Judges, and the Churches glorious Crown, 
Bleſſings, and Right, enhaunce your juſt Renown: | 
While the Noblels, ſtreams from thar Chryſtal ſpring, 
Secure their Honours, as they guard their King. 
Such Joys of Old Egyptian Crouds expreſs'd, 
Whea the rich ſtreams of flowing Ni/e encreas'd ; | 

Such 


Such ſhouts they us'd, when the glad Sacriſt ſhow'd 
The fatal Bullock, and retricv'd the God : b 
So the blcſs'd Ark the ſacred Mountain gain'd, 
With Univerſal Gladneſs cntertain'd. | 


So Wizdom's Heir with Prayers his Temple crown'd, 


While /ſrae! ſung their //alle/ryal's round. 

So God's Incarnatc Son his great Intrade 

Thro' Salem's Gates to Sa/cm's Temple made : 
Grcar, Mcek and Humble, while the joyful Throng, 
Mac loud Hoſanna's their Ercrnal Song. 

O! may your Ro\ a] Hands with Godlike Zeal, 

Our gloomy Dens of Holy Thieves revcal ; 

Caſt out the Mony-changing Bucs who make 
Thcir miiky Robes a deadly Tincture take, 
While the Lay-Broker with the Prieſt can join, 
In villany, and barter Souls for Coin. 

A ſpurious Crew of Simon's ancient Race, 

Who all their 'Merit in their Purſcs place, 

And truth with Merccnary Hands diſpracc. 

The very WITS, the ſcum of all Mankind, 
Above the ſtrengrh of ſtandard Senſe refin'd, 

Now all the Poſſe of their Fancics raiſe, | 

To ſqueeze one Sojnet to advance your Praiſe, 
The Tool, who feribles to, the fulſom Stage, 
Whoſe natifcous Morals taint che ſenfelets Age : 
Leud as his 'Miftreſs, as his. Flarrexcrs dull, 

His ſhallow Head with njopſtrous Vapours full, 
Scrues up his 'Braihs, arid Wires his Nails for Odes, 
To praiſc his Sovercizn, and Blaſpheine his Gods. 
Only grey Chatilys'ih filence grouls, 

And on his Prittce's peaccful Glory ſcouls. 

Looks as great Rubens 'draws the lurly .pair, 
When Meleager courts the valiant Fair ; 

And to her Hands preſents the tuskcd Spoils, 
The gallant Trophics of his daring Toils ; 

Meanly content to ſham the cheated Age, 

With flat Burleſque for Maro's lofty page, 
Dwindles his Thoughts down to a fuſtian'Ode, 
Which once with Malta Flinds Encomiums flow'd . 
His firſt Repablick Prikelples renews, 

And to a State deyotes his double Childiſh Mule : 
With him he grumbling few perhaps repine, 
Like Bars they ſee 'ybur Mid-day's Glory ſhine, 
Dazled with" Honodts, aid'quire fick with Light, 


They long for'Datknels, and Frernal Nighr. 


Kings 
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Kings are Alt Tyrants, and they'd facrifice 
Their Heads ro Dreams which im their Fancics riſe : 
And would Great William lay rhe Sceprer down, 
And to Repudlick Humours veil the Crown, 
Britain woald foon in wild Confufton mourn, 
And every Villain might expe& his Turn, 

If Traicerous Heads by your bled Peace undone, 
Would with a bloody Cloud eclipſe the Sun ; 
Not mov'd by loyal Thoughts, bur dark Deſpair, 
Their Hopes as ſhatter'd, as their Fortunes are : 
To Hell they'd for Revenge their Souls reſign, 
( Such <ouls alone to Helliſh Arrs decline. ) 
And ler *'um Plot! While Heaven's ſuperior Care, 
Quarters his wing'd Bartallions round the Air, 
Bids the bright Troops rheir conſtant rounds to keep, 
Gently ro huſh your Royal Cares a-flcep, s 
And hurl the Traitor's Souls down ro the burning Dcep. 

But tee, fair Cham and Osſe their Guardians ſend, 
And at your Fcer the Sons of Learning bend : 
Sce where their Lyres the cheerful Muſes bring, 
And Jo's to their great Protector ſing. *\ 
Touch'd by your Hands the ſacred Waters flow, 
And pure the Springs, the Rivers wholeſome grow ; 
Humbly with chem your fairhful Rhymer lies, 
With them to your ſerene ProteCtion flies, 
With them he joins his Prayers--- Great Sir, may YOU, 
The Fruits with plcaſure of your Labours view : 
Look on your þrittiſh Orb, as Heaven of old, 
When dark Confuſion off che Mats was gould. 
Look'd on the figur'd World ! May his great Hand, 
Who bade your Cares our ſtubborn Iſle Command, 
Smile on your ſacred Head, and make you prove, 
The ſecond Object of the Nations Love ! 
Long may You reign with growing Luſtre bright, 
Your Envycr's terror, and the Worlds delight ! 
Be Heaven your Care | on You his Bleſlings flow, 
Till Hzaven cxhauſted can no more beſtow : 
In all your Acts may Godlike Virtue thne, 
And al Acknowledge what's in You Divinc, 
Reign ſtillin PEACE, rill your good Sword Curtan'd, 
Almoſt forgets your warlike Arms Command. 
Bur if it muſt be drawn, let pointed Flame, 
From the Confederate Skies your Wars proclaim); 
Scorch oft the Scabbard, and rcfine the ſteel, 
Till's its ſharp Edge your nerce Oppolers feel : 


"Till 
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| ; 'Till Home-born plotting Rebels quit the field, 
| ; And foreign Arms to your great Genius yield. 
| May your bleſs'd Hand the Roya/ [zfant mould, 
| Our Second Hope, till when your ſelf grown old, 
Sink, preſt with Age, and Honours gently down, 
| And heave your ſplendid, but your weighty Crown, 
Till when his happy Mother's Age expires, 
And ſhe toth' Clolet of the skies retires, 
Reading Your Deeds in Fame's large Calender, 
How Juſt in Peace, how terrible in War ; 
He like to Morrow's Sun may gaily riſc, 
And ſtrongly drive around the Northern Skies, 
As bright, as warmly, and ſtrongly ſhine, 
His Face unſported, and his Beams Divine. 
While Britain's future Race your Adts declare, 


View You again in your Illuſtrious Heir, 
And praiſe your prefent Love, and bleis your parting Care. 


